FREDA : Nice man,

MARVIN : He's a very good old bird really.

Tremendously kind-hearted chap. Hasn't got

a bob. Don't know how he manages to live.

Fin sure you're cold.

FREDA : I'm not a bit.

MARVIN :   I  expect  Mrs.  Barcaldine  will  be

furious.

FREDA : No, she won't. Godfrey, will you take

me out Tuesday ?

MARVIN :  Yes,  dear,  of course  I  will.  Why

Tuesday ?

FREDA : Well, it's the one night I'll be free.

MARVIN : I see.

FREDA : I'll have to go home really early, then.

MARVIN :   You   will,   eh ?   Right-ho !   (They
drink.} I say, Freda, I believe I've bored you
a bit this evening, I have, haven't I ?
FREDA : Of course you haven't. You never do.
MARVIN : Don*t I ? Don't I really ?
FREDA : Of course not.

[A pause.

MARVIN : I'm awfully fond of you, Freda. I
am, dear.
FREDA : I know you are, Godfrey.

MARVIN : I know you think I'm a sort of baby
boy and that sort of stuff, but Fve known a few
girls and I feel altogether different about you,
FREDA : Do you, dear ?
MARVIN : Yes, I do really. Really I do.
FREDA : It's a shame.

304